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the course of true love never did run smooth 


HARRY RANSOM, 
OR THE ADVENTURES OF AN ATHEIST. 
— ae — 
CHAPTER VI. 


“ A boat at midnight sent alone, 
* To drift upon a Moonless sea 
“ A lute, whose leading chord is gone 
*A wounded bird, that hath bat one | 
“Imperfect wing to soar upon, 
* Are like what I am without thee.” 


Tuere is scarcely a feeling, among all the woes 
of man, more completely miserable than ardent— 
love, with the consciousness that you are to lose the 
object of your attachment. Well is that man li- 
kened to 


“A boat. at midnight sent alone, 
‘To drift npor a moonless sea,” 


who is compelled to separate from the woman he 
loved, and drag out a dull and wretched existence, 
unclheered by the sweetness of her smile, or the 
thrillug music of her voice. Not the Peri, who) 
lingered near the gates of Heaven, and wept as 
the bar shat from her eye the glory of that happy 
place, which she was forbidden to enter, could have: 
experienced more anguish than Harry, when he 
returned to his chamber, and thought upon the 
howid deed he had just perpetrated, and felt that) 
it deprived him of Caroline for ever. He started | 


his nature, called forth upon noble objects, and dis- 
entangled from the toils of guilt, would have been 
excited to the benelit and glory of mankind. Then 
might love have woven its beauteous chaplet around 
his brow, and the blush which manted his cheek, 
as he bowed down before the charms of her he 
loved, would have burned with pleasure, and not 
withshame. But he wasa villain-a guilty wretch: 
he had rushed into the mazes of vice: he had 
scorned the God by whom he was created: be had 


i spurned at his assistance, along the perilous way of 


life, and now he was plunged in misery, from wiuch 
he could not extricate himself. 

Wrapping himselt up in the sternness of his ter- 
rible resolution, he awaited, in settled gloom, the 
coming of the nighit. 

At length it arrived—the bright sun gradually 
sunk down into his majestic repose—night drew 
its brown mantle over half the world. ‘Lhe moon, 


was launched forth upon her serene way, and the 


millions of twinkling stars glittered in the noiseless, 


expanse of heaven, as merrily, and with as much, 


. ‘s | 
brilliancy as Uf no eyes were weeping on our earth,’ 


and as if no hearts were breaking with agony and) 
As Harry started for the house in whose | 


shame. 
unconscious walls dwelt all he cared for on this 
wide world, he gazed far into the heavens, upon 


the myriads of stars, and the gulaxy im its broad) 


and beautiful track of snowy white.. There was 
. . . ! 
no confusion in all the numberless worlds that were! 


upon her. Ter voice went more home to his heart 


than other voices Ave, inte the very recesses ol 
lus soul—he was happy—lhis 
soul and senses were almost lost in a luxurious 
dream ot pleasure He revelled in all the soft 


languishments ol 


happy —pertectly 


love—the emotions glancing 
trom heart to heart, the soft, sweet words that were 
loaded with aflection, and the looks that gleamed 
with soul, 

Almost had she consented, when the entrance of 
her brother interrupted the delicious imterview. 
He had always conducted himself gently towards 
Hary—but this evening he gazed upon him with 
a flashing eve, and a peculiar expression of hatred. 


Mr. Worthington soon after came im, and after a 


little private conversation he too caught ap expres- 


sion of ierceness unusual to him. 

For some time litth was said between the gen- 
tlemen, though Caroline and Harry continued to 
talk fondly and playfully to each other. 

At length Mr. C-— twrned full upon Harry, 
in the very middle of a sentence 

* Pray, Su, where were you brought up: 

© Twas born in this country.” 


’ 


* Youwill believe me, T presume, when I declare 
I feel an uncommon attachment for you fr” 

© Certainly, Sir—but why do you urge it now ?” 

* Because now is the time when you are to prove 
whether my triendship is not betrayed ? 

“ Detrayed ! Sir, P do not understand you !” 


at every sound: not a breeze murmured around ‘yielding to the sway of Almighty God; each, in) “Can you read, Sir, or have you been taught 
the house—not a foot-step passed his door, but he | prompt obedicnee to his commands, either wheel-! deceit and iniquity by ear only 2” 

shrunk from a discovery, and an ignominious| ing their long circles in undeviating regularity, or) =“ Mr. C-——,” said Harry, rising in alarm, 
death. Long hours of agony rolled on their heavy fixed firm and motionless in their unchanging seat,!) you are sick—-what is the matter?” 

way, and yet he was undetermined what course | for ever and for ever. “ Why,” thought he, “ can-) © Nothing, sir, except that I have discovered a 
to pursue. | not it be thus with human beings’ llow different is! plot to ruin you, which I will give you an oppor- 


Sometimes he thought he would fly to some fo-| that scene from the battling paths of deluded man t}) tunity to expose. Read this letter, sir, and an- 


reign land: then, that he would go to the police, 
confess, and die :—but Caroline rose up before his | 
mind, in all her bewitching loveliness, aud resolu-| 
tion and fear both vanished before the magic of her! 
lorm. 

At length he came to the firm resolve, that vl 
would see her once more, and persuade her to fly | 
Withhim. If she refused, that a self-intlicted blow | 
should send him from the shoals of time, amidst | 
the mysteries over which he had so often ponder-| 
ed with delight. To fly without her he felt was} 
impossible. He would not have gone to the throne| 
of England, unless she would beautify its splendour | 
by her presence: he would not have rioted in all, 
the gulden profusion of Eastern magnificence, if! 
she were not the companion of his way. He pus-| 
sessed one of those dispositions, whose passion is| 
most irresistible: he knew no halt-way stage of 
afleetion for a woman. It was either cold indif- 
‘erence, or burning love. His enmity was deep, 
and surpassing revenge, that left desolation in its 
gloomy path: and his love was adoration—warm, 
slowing adoration. Gladly would he have laid 
down his life at a glance from Caroline’s eye : he 
Would have leaped into the blazing crater of a vol- 
“ano, at a word from her lips. Success would 
have made him great, had he been innocent and 
“corrupted: he would have nourished a more 


There no conqueror builds his fabric of glory upon, 
’ . -.: . i } 
the cloven down bodivs of his fellow-men—no hero} 


tion—no warring riotous scene of inextricable con- 
fusion clashes through that long expanse of unbro- 
ken silence—but the vast machine, in all its won- 
derful revolutions, moves on in its grand perfec-! 
tion, without one breath to disturb their harmony | 
of action. Yet man, weak, foolish man, is ever) 
intruding on his fellow’s path; their interests be- 
come entangled; evil passions stalk like gigantic 
demons over the earth, tll it becomes like a battle} 
scene of tumult and storm, “® Oh, Caroline, but) 
for thee,” he coutinued, as he mounted the steps! 
and applied his hand to the bell, “ T would fly this, 
disgusting scene. ‘Thou canst hallow it and make’ 
me happy—but if I am unsuccessful in this last! 
attempt—then—then—” 
tered the house. 

Oh how he cursed the guilt into which he had 
permitted himself to be involved as he stépped) 
over the richly carpeted floor, to meet the lovely’ 
girl who held so strong a sway over his destiny.' 
She blushed as he took her white hand and con- 
ducted her to her seat. There was nobody in the) 
room, and so completely was every other feeling! 
absorbed in love that he forgot, for a time, his mi- 
series and his guilt. There was a rich voluptuous! 








splendid dream of ambition; and the energies of 


ecstacy in the privilege of being near and gazing! 


follows his bloody path in its wide track of desola-/ 


He shuddered and en-| 


i name,” said Mr. C 


swer me. 

| Harry took the letter, and read in O’Fanagan’s 
hand writing— 

| «Mr c had better be on the watch for Mr. 
Williams, if he wishes to preserve his sister from 
io, No more at present. But if this is doubted 
let Mr. Worthington look upon the scoundrel’s fin- 
ger, and he will see that which may incite him to 
a brother's revenge. A FRIEND.” 

The first impulse of Henry was to destroy the 
note—but Worthington prevented him, and read it 
aloud. 

“ Where is your finger—what does it mean?” 
broke from his lips, when he caught sight of a ring 
which he had sent to his sister Elizabeth W orthing- 
ton, of whom we have before spoken, and which 
she had presented to Harry.” 

“ The ring—aye that accursed ring,” said Wor- 
‘thington, “ you are—to me, sir, shall you answei 
for your insult to my family, particularly to my 
sister, 10 . | have heard it all—and 
‘I know you.” 

“Worthington, Mr. Ransom, since that is your 
, “isnot the only one who 
will punish you for a sister’s wrongs.” 
| “ You mistake me, gentlemen,” said Harry, 
levery moment becoming paler, * you mistake my 
| purpose. 
|  No,sir,” exclaimed Worthington, seizing hin 
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arm. “we have mistaken you—b 1} \, » characteristic of that peuple, they iscussing the adventure, and I will go) 

deces io longer his is t me pla ww ! ( rt! » bv M the ¢ sary for a guard. . 

a quarrel such as thi von & be so good ast Wal ! t t Mrs. Wartag; and, we Returning soon after, he arrested tiv vidu 
ne with me wert wid, M \\V Loiti, as L. " W aitiuord, suspected, and condur ted him to prison (); 
Henry iw the mugger of bi situation, wi tus Phos 1, sm tia several Capacities, tu ¢ yn plete searchwmg him, they discovered the m chant’s 

heart was torn with agony at the dostress of (are bvatitaly watch, and other jewels, of which he had deprived 

line. She stood with her hands clasped, and het Therese ~ was repeated with good effect, and the unhappy man. It was proved, besides, thy 
eves shining with tears strict attention to the merits of the piece. on the day of the murder, the accused had been 
; Oh! then. with what fervour be wished he had Friday, Oct. & * Pizarro,” and the melo-dra-' seen, by a girl, coming out of the wood of Coc. 


. “ 2 5 
never sinned. But he had sinned—and this was ma of the “ Warlock of the Glen.’—Benefit of niou. And these proofs, strengthened by other 
his reward. Hle gave a long, fond look at her deat Mr. Wallack Phis gentleman, who has sustained circumstances, condemned the accused, who aVOow- 


dace as he was almost dragged trom the apartment the most arduous business upon this stage, from its ed his crime to the confessor, on the seaflold. 





commencement, and who has gained upon the pub- 





T iH iD DR A Mv 4 he opinion at almost every performance, was Ccotm- pes DISSIPATION. 
. nancial plimented by the richest house which has, as yet, Ihe clock struck eleven. The anxious, terrified 
“ The play's the thing.” graced the walls of this establishment. ‘The play lonely mother shuddered at the sound, and with 


passed off without fault; and the Scottish melo- @2 Ulcensctous enersy pressed her poor babe ty 

THEATRE PARK. drama was rendered peculiarly interesting, by the her heart, while the large tear, not without cause, 

Oy Monday evening, Oct. tith, Mr. Cooper! united talents of Messrs Hughes, Wallack, and tell, unbidden, irom her swollen, sunken eye, and 
played © Virginius.” We did not think, as a whole, Barrett. Mr. Blake's repetition of the Masonic "sted on the cheek of the slumbering innocent.— 
it was a very successful effort, but in some pouts! Monologue, together with the words adapted to the Where, then, was he who had sworn to protect her, 
he was very fine. Notwithstanding the faults of | air of Auld lang syne,” with additions to those and by - vow regum red - heaven, had Promises 
this gentle man, as faults he undoubtedly has, we) sung at the Grand Masonic Festival, given to unalterable affection for her: He os rine ee 
never tire when he walks the stage. Even if his |General La Fayetie, at Washington Hall, were re- come ng a parallel: fos dissipation had 
conceptions are not so very good, there is still ori- | ceived with universal enthusiasm and approbation. aig igre id = ne iy and in the thraldom oi 
ginality and elegance about them. He always Friday, Oct. 11.—The “ Founding of the Fo- pat ate aiey ey . oe scene eri 
lovks bis part his attitudes are all models for the rest,” and the faree of “ 1 hie Irish ‘Tutor.”” We pont Sig ges ses - én a kb ec “el we Mae and in his 
sculptor’s study: and whether in the affectionate) were fot prep ired to expect SS am h talent trom me oa a i 7 Me “ ys . ie page 
play of parental love, or the full sweep of patriotic Mrs. Stevenson. Her personification of “ Geral. OCCS!OHEE BY Me Fecolle ion of Former times, 


” ep ks wal when he was virtue’s friend, and she the darli 
revenge, he is always graceful and energetic. Some! dine” w sequal to any we have ever seen, except , ie ie 
b partoer of his happiness. 


remarks have been made coneerning the impro- thatof Mrs. Duff, She is a lady who should be : Danie ree! 

priety of his appearing in the forum in’ armour.) PYt for ward. She possesses a grace and sweetness Can man so far forget the dignity of his nature, 
. ‘ i . ; an . r pene 

Perhaps it would be more fastidiously correct, if of vowwe, united to a clear, correet: conception, far | a8 to give up the government of reason bestowed 

he had not done so:—but though he may vot) #bove the common standard. — him by God, and submit to be led by degra- 

have had “ very exquisite reasons” to the contra-| The farce was well played, and dismissed the | ding passions, participated with brutes ¢ Well may 








ry, we have no doubt he has“ reasons good enough.” | audience in good humour. 
Mr. Lee, as “ Leilius,” convinced us that he is i — 
a good actor, and may, and probably does, possess |) 


VARIETY. 
more talent than he has had an opportunity to dis- | _ 





it be said, that the hand which ean write it, unless 
its possessor be void of sensibility, must feel the 
blood curdle in his veins, and the tongue that can 


tell it to the world might stiffen in the act. 



























































play: he did as much as the part allowed. i} THE DOG OF COGNIOU. | Let = nee lude ed sad — ; sp my tog 
. “Vi ” ‘as . man returned, something inebriated, ata late hour, 
Mrs. Barnes, in Virginia, was greet—heyone A paper merchant, established at Marseilles, | iid found his wile ins i on the floor. ‘The 
praise. All the bashfulness ol love the beautiful | went, in 1817, on a journe y to ‘Toulon, and was | . i i i | ° " P “ Af | + “ 7 half 
: licity of the found maid—the stunning horror ; ae : | shock restored bim to himsell, though some halt 
simpuenty ¢ we fou e k assassinated, on his return, in the wood of Cogniou. Salil eeaclinitint beeneen Mittal teenth tle bi 
: ‘ene—and the agony of despair. | rid ; lost, hall-recollected tmages fitted through his be- 
of the forum) scene— ane agony Spells) Notwithstanding the strictest inquiries made by 


‘ é wildered brain. She was declared to be in a rag- 

were portraye d with inimitable grace and poWel. | the son and widow of the deceased, they could not : ss diced euulstnncn won | ‘ P he 

in the 6 - of “Fish out of Water,” Hilson’s ir- |! , ing fever; medica! assistance was in vai, for the 
n the faree © sil ¢ uter, son's fall upon the track of the murderer. ie es all ck ill « . 

| disease was one which baffled all skill, and in the 


resistible drollery failed not to set the audience in | . 
short space of a fortnight, she died, broken hearted. 
i. iy No murmur escaped her lips against the author ot 
a mame jwhere se veral persons were peaceably asse inbled. her misery, the destroyer of her happiness, the 
THEATRE CHATHA Ga ° | Tinmediately his father’s dog, that had accompanied | yo ee duet, |= “Wie bs en Ot 
Tae successtul run of “ Pizarro” has afforded “tint ; : cause of her untimely death. en it was tha 
: < as § lim, sprung with fury on a tall, lean man, who was . cP aerate d 
\ eeeneey wensket 3 ; . tully awoke from his dreams ; then it was that eve 
is but little opportunity fo diversify our remarks enjoying the company of the ladies. Astonished " De taal d. every oe ul look. ti ad 
' he pert ‘es at this establishment, du-| ie aimee . ry unkind word, every ungrateful look, thronge 
upon the performances ¢ S estan ’ Jat this sudden attack, every one rushed forward to back upon him, and harrowed up his soul; then 
am Gon. | , . . ‘ ‘ é > s 
ring the past week. We are pleased to bear tes- | restrain the furious animal—they beat him with wen thet b sone red the unheard groan and pour 
“ae , . y i F ‘ ve Te , 4 ‘ . 
timony, however, to the liberality of the commu-|| sicks, and strove to draw him off by foree—but all ih alas Delian Dei lees fade d nena 
ed the bitter lear—more Geep, more biller, becall 
unheard and unavailing. 
|| Is there one now who is just beginning the ca 
reer of vice and folly, unaware of the misery he is 
bringing upon himself and all connected with him’ 
let him read this and pause ; for itis only on the 1a 
mutable basis of virtue that we can found our at- 
tions, if we wish them to yield pleasure to ourselves. 


Six mouths thus passed away, about which time 


troar. ithe merchant's son entered, one day, a coffee-house, 





nity, who have so handsomely patronised the talent) jy) yain—the dog redoubled his rage, and continued 


aod elegance which have distinguished the repre-! io bite his victim, who was pale with affright. 


sentations of this excellent play. They then applied to his muster, who, with the 


“ Thursday, Oct. 7.—* The Dramatist,” and the | utmost difficulty, made him release his prisoner, 
imelo-drama of “ ‘Pherese, the Orphan of Geneva.” | and could only du sv, by quickly leaving the place, 
on , ’ 
Barrett almost overwhelmed us by his vivacity |) when the dog tullowed him: having gone about an 
nd spirit in Vapid. We “took” the allusion of |hundred steps, the animal returned, re-entered the 
our friend Roberts, towards “a certain yelept mad | coffee-house, and sprang upon the man. | say , ; ; ; 
9 rH, 66 tdi: Aegctel agar -ibeaepiad cy y sprang Uf nil . | to be pleasing in the sight of our fellow-men, or ac 
woet,”’ very well. ‘Phe “mad poet,” as he is ee-)) ‘There was present at the alarming scene, an in- ; 
: a: ceptable to our Creator. 
rentrically termed, will shortly discover to the idividual who had been connected with the deceas- ee 
world, (what is now but imperfectly “ understood,’ 


") }ed—and he asked the son, who was struck with) A FRAGMENT. 


though possessing an erratic turn of mind, that) amazement, if his father had wot that dog with him) “ Yes, poverty thou art horrible !—in whatevel 
genius, though of indigenous origin, will yet figure |on his melancholy journey to ‘Toulon. 


| Yes, re-/ colours poets may paint thee, thou art horrible— 
en the annals of the future worshippers atthe shrine 


plied the son, he returned to the house long before) theu art as cold as the grave; the winter winds 
we had any kuowledge of the calamity that has, whistle about thee ; isicles hang from thy shagg! 
) put any one to sleep. lf there is a character in | puined us. hair, and the cold snows beat upon thy naked be 


of the muses. Spiller’s Ennai was soporific enough 


viich he excels, this isthe one. It was natural.’ During this private conversation, the master, who som. Thou hast neither a hut to shelter thee: 
Wallack’s Floreville was faulty ; neither the dress | iad seized a chord and fastened it round the dog’s, por fire to warm thee; nor clothes to cover thee: 
«or manners were Halan. We saw nothing of the neck, was holding the dog with difficully—when) nor food to satisfy thy craving appetite. Thou has! 


4. 
t 


yeet from the well bred gentleman of that clime.!'man is the murderer of your father--remain while! nor the tear of sympathy excited by thy sufferings 


saiety, or voluptuousness of manner which we eX-|| his friend added, if Ido not deceive myself, that | no friends; the eye of pity is never turned on thee: 
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Thou art an outcast from the world; thou art hat- Uhetepiier to the ques u suvs, i Ss worth so ma. 

ed and persecuted by all: thou art despised by the Uy Collars; but if he be very poor, though be 
' ’ ; 1! a] 

yhnolie human race, W nat dost Uhouw ie In Ulis SHeuia prossess Lin litgence of A Ne won, ana 


Art thou not the benevolence of a Howar * He is nol worth a 


wretched beyond conception ind dost thou stil great Phes the worth of a man, like that of 


world! Is there any hope for thes d, 
cling to the hillock of earth? Go, hide thyself in) beet and butter, is reckoned by pounds, shillings, 
the grave: there thine enemies cannot hurt thee, and pence. 
nor the insolence of prosperity reach thee: there 


COLD BACHELORS. 


; Ihave seldom met with an old bachelor that 
lightly on thy breast, and thy manifold sufferings had 


be remembered no more. Then shalt thou tec! seachent 2 to tell deen Gee neseteuns of tun beet 
peither cold nor hunger : the winter winds shall and have some contession of a delicate pature to 
whistle unheeded, and the rude storm shall beat make. Almost every man has some litte tract of 
harmless on the sod which covers thee. Yes, thanks romance in his life, to which he looks back with 


aven! there is one consolation left me, and ; 
o pe : -_ ' art r 5 Vitt! ' ; fondness, and about which he is apt to grow gar- 
’ sherish : Suppo ¢ a little long- 
this | will cherish: it will support m | rulous occasionally. 


er. | will go and for a moment forget that] was 
miserable. 


shalt thou rest in peace; the cold clod shall press 


bot, at some time or other, his nonsensical 


He recollects himself, as he 
) was at that time, young and gamesome ; and for- 

gets that his hearers have no other idea of the hero 
of the tale but such as he may appear at the time 


ITALIAN WONEN. / ' 
Italy and England are undoubtedly possessed of ot telling it, peradventure a withered, whimsical, 
agreater share of female beauty than any other!) SPindle-shanked old gentleman. With married 
countries in Europe. But the English and Italian) Me", ts Cue, this is hot so frequently the case 5 
beauties, although both interesting, are very differ- ther amorous romance is apt to decline after mar- 
ent from one another. The former are unrivalled | "@ge—why, I cannot for the lite of me imagine ; 
for the delicacy and bloom of their complexions, |but with a bachelor, though it may slumber, it ne- 
the smoothness and mild expression of their features, Ve! dies. It is always liable to break out again in 
their modest carriage, and the cleanliness of their | TaNsient flashes, and never so much so as on a 
persons and dress; these are qualities that strike SPOS Morning im the country 5 or a Winter even- 
every foreigner at his landing. On my first arri- '"8> when seated in his solitary chamber, stirring 
val in England, I was asked by a friend how I UP the fire, and talking of matrimony. 
likedthe English women 3 to which L replied that) A GOOD HUSBAND 
I thought them all handsome. ‘This is the firstim-|) 4, , 
os eee: The good husband is one who wedded not by 
pression they produce. There is an air of pen- |. : , 
, , interest, but by choice—is constant as well from 
siveness and calmness about them which surprises). ). - : 
: inclination as from principle-—he treats her with 
and interests, particularly a native of the South.— | 


Phey seem to look, if | may apply to them the fine } ; tae 
de aoe See Soe _—he attributes her follies to her weakness, her im- 
lines of one of their living poets— 


. -pradence to her inadvertency—he passes them over 
With eves s pure, that from the ray i . : 
Dark vice would tura abasb'd away j H therefore, with good nature, and pardons them with 


Vet fiil’'d with all vouth’s sweet desires, 
Mingling the meek and vesial fires 
Of other worids, with all the bliss, 


ee ee sanxious about his own character and reputation 
‘ : : , » ~ | anxtous abe ils oO ‘haracter and reputation, 
‘ ‘ 2 « © 7 . 6 e e . . . 
The Italian beauties are of a different kind. Their | because her’s is blended with his—lastly, the good 


features are more regular, more animated ; their ‘husband is pious and religious, that he may ani- 
complexions bear the marks of a warmer sun, and || mate her faith by his practice, and enforce the pre- 
their C7ee coom fo participate of its fires; their cepts of Christianity by his own example, that as 
carriage is graceful and noble; they have general-| they gain to promote each other’s happiness in this 
ly good figures ; they are not indeed angelic forms, | world, they may unite to insure eternal joy and fe- 
but they are earthly Venuses. It has been suppo-| licity in that which is to come. 

sed by some, that the habitual view of those mod-| teins 
els of ideal beauty, the Greek statues, with which MY MOTHER. 

ftaly abounds, may be an indirect cause conducing|| “ Alas! how little do we appreciate a mother’s 
tothe general beauty of the sex; be that as it may,|| tenderness while living! how heedless are we in 
I think the fine features and beautiful forms of the | youth of all her anxieties and kindness. But when 
{talian fair have a great influence upon the minds, she is dead and gone; when the cares and coldness 
of young artists, and this is perhaps one of the||of the world come withering to our hearts; when 
principal reasons why Italy has so long excelled in'| we know how hard it is to find true sympathy, how 
figure painters. A handsome female countenance, | few love us for ourselves, how few will befriend us 
animated by the expression of the soul, is among||in our misfortunes; then itis that we think of the 


ved for her welfare—all his strength and power are 








| course again. 


delicacy as a woman—with tenderness as a friend 


indulgence —all his care and industry are employ- | 


exerted for her support and protection—he is more | 


passed between Bouvart and a French Marqu 

whom he had attended durme along and severe 
itach ospharsi lids As he entered the chamber, on a 
certain casson, be was thus addressed bw his pa- 


Bou art, 1 teel 
quite io spirits, and Tthink mv tever has left me.” 
= l am sure of Rg replie d the Dro tor; 


first eXpression you used convinces me ol i, 


tient —“(aood dav to vou, Mr 
the very 
“Pray explam yourself.” * Nothmg more easy: 
in the frst days of vour illness, when your lite was 
in danger, | was your dearest friend; as you began 
to get better, | was your good Bourart; and now I 


am Mr. Bouvart—depend upon it you are quite 
well.” 


ee — 


USHER’S WASHING TUB. 


In the beginning of July, 1818, a gentleman on 
his way, by water, from Westminster to Black- 
friar’s Bridge, felt his curiosity excited, by observ- 
ing the ecrvaft, which hne the river on both sides, 
crowded with spectators, gazing with anxious eyes 
upon some object on the surface of the water. 
Upon advancing a littl nearer to the object of cu- 
riosity, he beheld a human being seated in a wash- 
ing-tub, floating with the tide, under the pilotage of 
six geese, yoked to the aquatic vehicle, and pro- 
ceeding, with all the grave composure of a Civic 
voyage, to Westminster. Whenever the geese 
were inclined to deviate, he observed, they were 
gently guided, by the aid of a stick, into the right 
On inquiring into the exhibition, he 
found that the personage thus launched upon so 
perilous an enterprise, was Usher, the professional 
grimacier of the Coburg theatre, whose aquatic 
feats of this description had acquired him much ce 
lebrity, and who, on this occasion, had laid a wa- 
ger of ten guineas, to perform a voyage from 
Blackfriars to Westminster, in the frail bark which 
we have just described, 





| DOCTOR FRANKLIN. 


A young person once mentioned to Dr. Franklin 
his surprise that the possession of great riches 
should ever be attended with undue solicitude ; and 
instanced a merchant who, although in possession 
of unbounded wealth, was as busy, and much more 
anxious than the most assiduous clerk in his count- 
ing-house. ‘he doctor, in reply, took an apple 


from the truit basket, and presented it to a child in. 


the room, who could scarcely grasp it in his hand. 
He then gave it a second, which filled the other 
hand; and choosing a third, remarkable for its size 
‘and beauty, he presented that also. The child, 
after many ineffectual attempts to hold the three 
apples, dropped the last on the carpet, and burst 
jinto tears. “ See there,” said the philosopher, “ is a 
| little man with more riches than he can enjoy.” 





| DOCTOR JOHNSON. 
On the late Dr. Johnson’s return from town, in 





the finest works of nature; the sight of it elevates | mother we have lost. It is true, I had always lov- | Scotland, a lady at whose house he called, had got 


the mind, and kindles the sparks of genius. Ra- 
pliael took the models of his charming Madonnas 
from nature. Titian, Guido, Carracci, and others, 
derived their ideas of female beauty from the exqui-| 
se countenance so frequent in their native country. | 


REAL WORTH. 

“ Worth makes the man,” Pope says; and eve- 
'ybody acknowledges the truth of the sentiment ; 
hut then the question is, what makes worth ?—the 
uioralist will tell you, “ it is virtue ;”’ but the man of 
the world says,“ it is money.” And indeed, in this | 
age of reason, the latter definition seems almost uni- 
versally to prevail. When it is asked how much al 
man is worth, the answer generally has an exclu- 





ed my mother, even in my most heedless days ; but! ready what is in England a hotch-potch, for din- 
[felt how inconsiderate and ineffectual had been /der. After the Doctor had tasted it, she had an 
my love. My heart melted as 1 retraced the days opportunity of asking him if it was good. “ Very 
of infancy, when I was led by a mother’s hand,’ good for hogs,’ answered the Doctor. “ Then 
and rocked to sleep in a mother’s arms, and was | pray,” replied the lady, “ let me help you to a 
without care or sorrow. “Oh, my mother,” ex-) lithe more.” 

claimed I, burying my face again in the grass of| . 
the grave—* Oh that | were once more by your) A celebrated writer used to observe, that the pa 
side, sleeping, never to awake again on the cares) radise of an author was to compose, his purgatory to 
and troubles of this world !” revise his production, and his hell to correct the 
| printer’s prools. 





QUITE WELL. ! ae eas 
Among the surest symptoms of amendmentin a} <A person once paid a high price for an alary 
sick person, is the growing indiflereuce he exhibits | clock, and gave this as a reason: “ That, as he lov 





_ for the visits of his physician. ‘This observation is ed to rise early, he could pull the string, and sc 
“ve reference to his property. If he has wealth, illustrated by the following conversation, which) wake himselt.” 
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ARTS AND SCIENCES. small as the quantity 70: this expression is, ‘he second equation, by transposition, 2" y™ 4 za 


‘ 





y™=-b"; completing the square, z y@™+2" ym 4 
thereiore. the exclusive limit of the time ol vibra- 
! ! ’ ’ ‘ ' r soe . . ee oe | extracting the sqiiare root, r™ y"+i— 
; tion ma circle, and xceedimg!y near to the time 
‘ ov le ‘ Pat er ‘ ‘ I i iret ili is ¢ ‘ j ‘ tJ) 4 i: by transposition, rm y™ - \ Sb +3 
= in an aie of two or three degrees, but, strictly speah- ' > 
te Msi “s ) — ’ PALL act ie , the root, z 4 
ing, does nol beiong to any are whatever. Lhe 4; extracting the m , ¥ TY b 
Forthe New York M , Ladies Liteta teatetts compicte investigation of the time many giveb are aa and by involution 2° y= +/ pm \-- 4 & 
RESEARCH i «a circle is much more difficult than that in the Now by adding twice this equation to the first, and 
CONCERNING THE MOTION OF PENDULUM eyeloid ; of course it is only to be found in the transposing, we have 284-22" y®--y 8-0 14 ye) — 
writmgs of later mathematicians, who enjpoye d the a"t(4 VWs +)-4 mn; completing the square, (204 
No. advantages of more powerful methods than had ' - 
, , = } y") + re y®) 4-4—a"+ (+ / hnt+t—4) nit }; 
been discovered by Iluy geus . : ! a 
sahag hohe ed Dec edie gine: = nee Previous to the year 1657, mathematicians had | *- extracting the square root, 2°+- y+ 4=>+4/ (ary 
which Galileo had cutertamned, by actually apply- begun to inquire concerning the centre of oscil- tf p™+4—4)" 44), and 2° yr=+yY (a4 (+ 
mg the pen lulum to clockwork lt does ¢ = ' 


lation, or that point in a vibrating or oscillating bo-| |, —yr 4 : ;' 
‘ ‘ _ ‘ “ ; . é if Vv hott 2) +-4)—4. By proces ding iba similar 
pear that previous to this date there was any othe dy in whieh a single particle would oscillate about = . 


» | ¢ » > oo... a... f ~n.{ << a 
the same axis in the same time as the body itself. manner, we find 1®—y"=+./(as—(4 Vom 4 b+4 
Mersennus encouraged mathematicians to resolve jyt4 +4. Whence by addition and subtraction, &¢ 


mode of using the pendulum than by counting tts 
vibrations, which must have been extremely irk- 


: by occas iving if a gentle un- . ; 
some ; and by occasionally giving Hoa gent » this important and difficult problem ; he invited x and y can be easily determined. 


Huygeus, who was then very young, to attempt the 
solution. Some persons, of but moderate skill in 


Phe discoveries and improvements of Huygeus inathematics, supposed the centre of oscillation to) 


pule, when its motion became too small to be ob- 





served with wccuracy or. convenence, ‘“ y yore. re: 
ORIGINAL ESSAYS. 


were numerous and valuable > we have just stuteu 





coincide with the centre of gravity ; as, for example, | 
i ifeorm globe, of ¢ ame i reight, 

oan uniform glob » ol any diameter and w igh * Altering and brightening in its various way, 
were suspended by a thre ad attached to a tixed * Through the mysterious chamber of the brain.” 
point, it was supposed by these persons that if all ane SSS SSE 
the matter im the ball were reduced to its centre, , CHARAOTER. 

of his pendulum clock, was that of determining thet which retains its primitive distance fromthe point) Tas my friend William Augustus, I say it 
longitude > the Ln pert etion of his Lime piece S must) «of suspension, the time of os¢ illation would remain without reserve, I do not know a being better cal. 
have rendered this wpplication to the question of the same as in its original state. De Cartes and 
the longitude of but lithe value in practice; but 





~ The changing of the mind— 


the great practical discovery of uniting the pendu “ The revolution of each new idea— 


lum to clockwork; we shall now add others, relat 


ing to the theory of the pendulum. 


One of the first uses which Lluygeus remarked 


culated to make a lasting impression upon the heart, 
Robesval, French mathematicians of great ingenu-) or one who could more deeply interest the nobler 
ity, contemplated the problem with more attention) feelings of our nature. He is my friend, and as 
and better success: their results were correct, at) such Tam proud of him. Perhaps, Mr. Editor, 
Huygeus soon perceived, by his great shill in) least in some cases; but their reasonings were by |a short description of his person and disposition 
geometry and mechanics, that the isocheomsm of no means conclusive; they seem to have substitu-) would not be altogether unacceptable to your rea- 
the pendulum was not accurate in theory. He) ted the centre of percussion instead of that of oscil! ders. He is not tall—but tall enough to be hand- 
ascertained that the small vibrations of a pendulum, lation. lu the Llorologium Oscillatorium of Huy-} some 3 his complexion is fair, and expresses much 
are performed in less time than those which are, geus, we have a true and full solution of the pro-jof the native goodness of his heart. If a large 
greater: and in secking a remedy for this waper-, blem. ‘The priaciples of the soluuon are true, and | bright eye, short glossy hair, and a finely polished 
fection, he discovered the cycloidal pendulum which | the reasoning from them perspicuous and correct.) row of teeth, are beautiful, William possesses them 
performs all its vibrations, great and small, in the |The author applies his general rule to a great ma-) all—his manners are refined, and his movements 
same time. Accordingly, in his work entitled Ho-) ay curious examples. The solution of Huygeus to always easy and graceful. IT have seen many 
rologium Oscillatorium, which first appeared in|) this problem, however accurate, was not suflicieatly | others, it is true, who share these gifts of mature, 
1673, he discusses at great length the motion of a||simple and elementary to be understood by com- but it is seldom they do not accompany the most 
body in a cycloid, and shows how a body may be| mon mathematicians ; accordingly we fiod his me-) egregious vanity. This is far from being the case 
moved as a pendulum, and vibrate in the are of i thod of investigation attacked by Catelan and) with my friend; he hardly appears to be conscious 
cycloid instead of a circle. vihers. He defended his principles with great force,|| of his personal attractions, or if he is, he values 

In the same work the author determines, from the|) and proved, in the most incontestible manner, that) them as little as they deserye—well knowing that 
principles of motion, the time in which a body per-| his results were perfectly consistent: with experi- | honesty and goodness, “ are the immediate jewels 
forms an oscillation in any are of a cycloid, and | ments—while those of his opponents were just the | of the soul.” His dress is never gaudy, yet it is 
Gods thet the time of on cecillation is precisely the || Contrary. in fact, his principle, when clearly | always neat ; he despises the character of the dandy, 
same whatever be the are of a cycloi through || Sted, amounts to nothing more than the theorem, | and reverences that of modest merit, unadorned 
which the body oscillates. By the theory of eVO>| oo to modern mathematicians under the title ol by the trappings of luxury and pomp. You can- 
lutes, which was another capital discovery of Huy-| The Conservation «J Laving Forces, the nature and} not kuow and not admire him, for he is truly “6 
seus, he found that the time of the extremely small | ©#e8t of which are taught im the most periect man-| green spot in the desert of life”’—he is unassum- 
vibrations in a circle was the same with the time||! '@ the writings of the illustrious mathematicians || ing in his nature, yet he would not bow to one 
before determined in the cycloid, the radius of the |) saplace and Lagrange. This principle of the con-|/ man because he was rich, nor trample on another 
circle, or length of the pendulum, being the same || S¢Fvation of living forces became, in the hands of|| because he was poor—to his superiors he is sub- 
for both curves: cad thes he Glécoeéted the time! Leibnitz, the Bernoullis, Herman, Euler, and others, | missive—to his inferiors kind—and to amiabilits 
of the least vibrations of a pendulum in the arc ot |* most general and useful rule for the solution of |of deportment is added that pleasant manner, that 
aecirele. His result perfectly agrees with the for-||such problems as related to the simultaneous mo-| something which we can feel, but not describe. It 
mula obtained by the modern analysis, as given by _— “ reer bodies exposed to any gravitating |\is true, his circumstances in life are not the most 
Simpson, Eucler, Lagrange, and Laplace. forces, and their inutual actions when subjected to| enviable, but still they are comfortable, and though 
Let g=38.) feet, which is the measure of gravi-|| "'Y given connexion, or confined to any given! the anxiety natural to a young and aspiring mind. 
ty, r= the radius of the circle, or the length of the mass or mustacee, : when it beholds the uncertain scenery in the dim 
nh ae Bt | Still it was desirable, that the grand problem of) distant prospects before it varying and chavging 
pendalum in feet, r==314159, &c.=— the circumfe- 7 oor ona ss : patel ; ying. ae 
riate ob a dlls @ Oe Gee ode. ee | determining the centre of oscillation should be re- like the summer clouds, will sometimes occupy his 
he dene of can ating ta tena: ten tenia jens to the saine elementary principles that were thoughts, yet his lip can wear a smile amid the 
for "Pts Pent ?t, Tike tereain exthies to talee used and admitted in all other parts .of the science } gloom that would otherwise clothe it, and he is 
id . | Of mechanics, as the composition of forces, the/| still thankful that his situation is so much happier 
late the value of ‘T, for any given length of the) principle of the lever, &c. This important step||than the greater number of his fellow mortals. For 
pendulum. in the progress of mechanical science was first! my own part, (perhaps I regard him with a parti: 

It is necessary here to observe, that this value of! made by James Bernoulli, in the year 1686. eye.) I do not think William is capable of a single 
f, though perfectly correct as regards the time in) Se hia ‘unworthy thought or action—at least in all his 
iny arc of the cycloid, is by no means so in the) Solution to Question 11—by James Ryan. ‘conduct, that strict line of honour and of honesty 
ircle : the time in an are of a circle continually |! Given re y= a9—79—y, and 22m ym—}m— lis never overstepped or disregarded. I say this 
liminishes as the are grows less, but never becomes! r™ y™. to determine the values of x and y. From! from the observations of many years. We were 


the conception of Huygeus has been fully realized 
within the last forty years. 
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ys together, and shared in each other's confidence 
, { estecm he has ever Le en omy unwea4»ric d 
end tro the dawning of our acquaintance, and 
ne me services which time cannot eradicate ; but 
what pri cipally binds me to him, I will relat 
there was a time when ruin seemed around me— 
the weapon of destruction wes suspended by a sin- 

hair, above my head poverty, in ragged 
weeds, was ready to attend me—my friends va- 
shed. like airy spirits, when morning interrupts 
eheir Visitations—and then, when I needed the con- 
soling comfort of friendship, more perhaps than at 
ov other period of my life, the affection of Wil- 
liam was as unshaken as the sea-beaten rock, and 
steady as the Christian’s piety—and when I forget 
such kindness, “ may good fortune forget me.” 

It is not strange that a being formed like Wil- 
liam should long be a stranger to the noblest pas- 
sion of the soul—no—the man in whose warm bo- 
som friendship lights her holy torch, alone is capa- 
ble of feeling love. Many a pretty eye has rested 
with delight upon William—many a fond heart has 
panted in his presence, and many a sweet tongue 
has breathed his name with fond solicitude—but 
there is one among the number of his acquaint- 
ances—one more deserving than the rest, and one 
who. [ trust, will shortly bless him with her hand ; 
and may their days glide smoothly on through life, 
unlike those of him who traces this humble essay 
in the cause of virtue and of truth. JuLics. 


THE REPOSITORY. 


- * ilere we select | 
* Lhe various wonders of the mors) world, 

“ Asin a museum displayed we ser 

“ Sea-shells and flowers, and airy eee birds.” 




















A VOYAGE. 


‘leaping from their sockets, and saw, as if by mira- so well: 


[I became utterly speechless, and when [ tried to 
call aloud, there was nothing but a silent gasp and 


stunning blows, reiterated and reiterating, and 


| 
i} 


cE 
was but one of a perishing crew. | mmagimed that eagerly to hear the rush of her prow, or to see 
I felt a hand with he be tingers clutching at my throug h the show-dritt the eke aming of her satls. 
The ship 
but for any good she 
wretch. On rising to the surface, | recollected im could do me, she might have been in the heart of 
a moment what had befallen me, and uttered a cry the Atlantic ocean. Ere she could have altered 


This was but a momentary gl viness. 
I knew could not be far off, 


legs, and made violent efforts to escape, dragging 
after me, as I thought, the body of some drowning 


of horror. which is in mv ears to this dav, and her course | must have drifted a long way to the 
often makes me shudder, as if it were the mad leeward, and im that dim, snowy night how was 
shriek of another person in the extremity of per such aspeck to be seen’ LT saw a flash of light 
lous agony. Often bave | dreamed over again that ming, and then there was thunder. It was the ship 
dire moment, and the ery { utter in my sleep is firing a gun, to let me know, if still alive, that she 
something more horrible than a human voice. No Was somewhere lying to. But wherefore? 1 was 
ship was to be seen. She was gone for ever. The separated trom het by a dire necessity, by many 
little happy world to which, a moment before, | thousand and fierce waves, that would not let my 
had belonged, had swept by, the waves dashed on shrieks be heard. Each succeeding gun was heard 
me, and struck me on the face, and howled at me; fainter and fainter, ull at last | cursed the sound, 
the winds yelled, and snow beat like drifting sand that, scarcely heard above the hollow rambling of 
into my eyes,—and there I was leit to struggle, and the tempestuous sea, told me that the ship was far- 
buffet, and gasp, and sink, and perish, alone, un- ther and farther off, ull she and her heartless crew 
seen and unpitied by man, and as I thought too, by bad left me to my fate. Why did they not send 
the everlasting God. [tried to penetrate the sur- their boats round and round all the night through, 
rounding darkness with my glaring eyes, that fely for the sake of one whom they pretended to love 
I blamed, blessed, and cursed them by 
culous power, to a great distance through the fits, tillevery emotion of my soul was exhausted, 
night,—-but no ship—nothing but the white crested and 1 clung in sullen despair to the wretched piece 
waves, and the dismal noise of thunder. I shouted, of wood that sull kept me from eternity. 
shricked and yelled, that I might be heard by the | Was it not strange, that during all this time the 
crew, tll my voice was gone—and that too, when image of my friends at home never came to my 
I knew that there were none to hear me. At last) mind? My thoughts hnd never escaped beyond 
the narrow and dim horizon of the sea, at least 
never beyond that fatal ship. But now I thought 
ot home and the blessed things there, and so in- 
tensely bright was that flash of heavenly images, 
drove me along like a log of wood, or a dead | that for a moment my heart was filled with happi- 
animal, jness. It was terrible when the cold and dashing 
Once I muttered to myself, © this is a dream, | waves broke over me in that iusane dreaming fit, 
jand I shall awake.” I had often before dreamed of and awoke me to the conviction that there was no- 


convulsion, while the waves came upon me like 


| being drowned, and this idea of its being a dream) thing in store for me but an icy and lingering 


Iwas on my voyage back to my native country, |so pressed upon me, that I vainly strove to shriek | death, and that 1, who had so much to live for, 


alter an absence of five years, spent in unre mitting | 
toil in a foreign land, to which L had been driven 


out, that the noise might awaken me. But oh! the|| was seemingly on that account most miserably to 
‘transition, from this momentary and wild hope of | perish, 


by a singular fat: dity. Our voyage had been sin- | Its being wll a dreadful dream, into the conviction | What a war of passions perturbed my soul? 


guar and prosperous, and on Christmas day we) 
were within fifty leagues of port. Passengers and, 
crew were all in the highest spirits, and the ship: 
was alive with mirth and jollity. For my own) 
part, | was the very happiest man in existence. I 
had been unexpectedly raised from poverty to! 
afluence—my parents were once more longing to| 
behold their erring and beloved son, and I knew: 
that there was one dearer even than any parent, | 
who had remained true to me through all my mis- 
fortunes, and would soon be mine for life. 

About eight o’clock in the evening I went on} 
deck. The ship was sailing upon a wind at the| 
rate of seven koots an hour, and there was a wild 
grandeur in the night. A strong snow storm blew, 
but steadily, and without danger, and now and then, 
when the struggling moonlight overcame the sleety 
and misty darkness, we saw for some distance 
around us the agitated sea all tumbling with foam. 
There were no shoals to fear, and the ship kept 





boldly on her course, close-reefed, and mistress of 
the storm. I leaned over the guowale, admiring | 


the water rushing past like a foaming cataract, 
when, by some unaccountable accident, I lost my 


balance, and in an instant fell overboard. into}! 


the sea. 


1 remember a convulsive shuddering all over 
my body, and a hurried leaping of my breast, as 1} 


elt myself about to lose hold of the vessel, and af- || 
‘erwards a sensation of the most icy chillue ‘ss from) 


‘Muimersion into the waves—but nothing resembling 
« Lol or precipitation. When below the water, | 


of its reality! ‘That indeed was something more) Had I for this kept my heart full of tenderness, 
hideous than a fanatic’s thought of hell. All at) pure, lofty, and heroic, for my best beloved and 
once T felt my inmost soul throttled, struggled, and |long bethrothed ? Had God kept me alive through 
stifled, by an insupportable fear of death. That!| fevers and plagues, and war and earthquakes, thus 
death which, to my imagination, had ever appeared | to murder me at last? What mockery was all 
the most hideous, and of which I bad often dreamed | this? What horror would be in my gray haired 
till the drops fell down my forehead like rain, had) parents’ house when they came to hear of my 
now, in good truth, befallen me ; but dreadful as all | doom : ? “ O Theresa! Theresa!” and thus I wept 
my dreams had been, what were they all to this F |) and turmoiled through the night. Sometimes I 
I felt as if all human misery was concentrated in/ had little or no feeling at all—sullen and idealess, 
the speechless anguish of my own single heart. I wished myself drowned at once—yet life was still 
All this time I was not conscious of any act of sweets and in my weakened state, 1 must have 
swimming; but I soon found that I had been in- ! fallen trom my frail vessel and been swallowed up, 
stinctively exerting my power and skill, and both | had I not, though even now I cannot remember 
were requisite to keep me alive in the tumultuous | when or how, bound myself to it. I had done so 
wake of the ship. Something struck me harder | With great care—but a fit of despair succeeding, I 
than a wave. What it was | knew not, but 1, ors ot - circumstance, and in that situation looked 
grasped it with a passionate violence, for the hope | at myself with surprise and wonder. 
of salvation came suddenly over me, and, with aj) ‘That I had awful thoughts of the eternity into 
sudden transition from despair, I felt that I oun! which I felt gradually sinking, is certain; but it is 
rescued. Thad the same thought as if I had been! wonderful how faintly I thought of the future world ; 











think that the momentary belief rushed across my 
mud that the ship had suddenly sunk, and that J) 


suddenly heaved on shore by a wave. The crewall such thoughts were overthrown by alternate 
had thrown overboard every thing they thought! hope and despair connected with this life. I heard 
could afford me the slightest chance of escape from | the shrill cry of sea-birds flying over my head, and 
‘death, and a hen-coop had drifted towards me.—|, instantly returned again to the hope of life. O, for 
At once all the stories I had ever read of mariners|| such wings! but mine I thought were broken, and 
| miraculously saved at sea, rushed across my recol-| like a wounded bird lay floating powerlessly on the 
‘ection. I had an object to cling to, which I knew || waves 

would enable me to prolong my existence. I was | The night before [had had a severe rheumatism 
no longer helpless on the cold weltering world of in my head, and now remembered that there was a 
waters ; and the thought that my friends were think-|| phial of laudanum about me. I swallowed th 
ing of me, and doing all that they could for me, |! whole of it—and ere long a strange effect was pro- 
gave me a wonderful courage. I may yet pass duced. I fell into a delirium, and felt a wild plea- 
‘the night in the ship, I thought, and looked around) sure in dancing over the waves. I imagined my- 
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— 
‘ nae others ike chills of tire; “ 5" e gives, | ba ‘ 
sellin a vessel, and on & Voyage, it i ’ , ; ° ' 
' ' bore and there a streamed over with I i 
immypere mm that there was comnect with ul ‘ . bp 
thus ‘ ry Thiers udder! » 4 i ts | “ riche » sullen, wratniul, Gespairin sa \ 2 bees & ws Stas : 
bili ui pit i  slecicie try ‘ ' P 
7 ; ; , lhe sun itself was a dull brazen orb, ¢ i, dead, on ‘ 
sickness would fall on me; a weight nies } ‘ ti } Phe l nprovisathice palits aud Sines; and there 
’ i ‘ there , ‘ i miess j beheld three sh ps alar on, trl aii . 
alt spuir. ver nev mad then ’ . j hol Ss vteut beauiV in niany of het descriptions of ie 
— ‘ Dt ae but the « , hie heads wet turned trom me or Wioit ’ , 
momentary flashings of real ’ early offsprings of her peneci, as there ts om the 
{ my personal , ritat rT ve we ‘ tie \y Wow adhere, Mothontess, to the sea, ' th ti f } ' 
0 ’ ‘Tso heey Oe y weathings | it use 5 * taira to 1eTse|! | 
tteal ne threo th 1 dritt away from them; aud theo @ rush- — i wh 
wilder fits, and | was dritt ' » te , ' frequently re leved by interesting episodes, which 
moonless darkn fthe roarme meh, will mye { would carry them, one Dy One, into the ' : . * agate 
wooniess Ai "sa pear cee) m Sth , ado not, mwever, Gdissever the story, © ehurr itin. 
j if raving mudhiat No wo lath aess of the stormy distance Many birds came "7 . : ' 
ee ee a wage I i to une fto flap me with their large spread- tricate Phe lmprovisatrice fails i love, and de. 
, ' i ai " ‘ mse “ i | ) ‘ ¢ ‘ , ‘ - 
det Tine laudanum, the cold, the wet, the dis! } per panontie” Pn wach white scribes the object that had first inspire d her with the 
om > more :, ough to ne wines, screamed round and ro »é i 
me, the bull ting, the agony, were en ug ’ tender passion, with great force and deli acy nor 
I) tho wid more than my soul dare even Dew away to Uren strength, and beauty, and hap- ‘ J 
count for ail iis, all . is the effect ol love on her youthful heart less na- 
now shadow out to her shuddermg recollection, ploess. turally port ived: 
tut as God pitied the miserable, so alsa has he tor- I now felt myself indeed dying. A calm came . ne seas a 
g » ‘ . “Tess y Ne dof } o igo breath'd 
gave the wicked thoughts of that unimaginable over m I prayed devoutly for forgiveness of my | _ ay aend at = — 
night sins, for all my trends on earth. A ringing was iD} Of every pleasam @ower wreathed 
. ’ : a : : . . . Ht A brighter blue was on the sky, 
Duy ine one ol these cle lirrous fits, \“ hether if was my cars, and i remember only the hollow fluc tua A seweever breath ip niusic’s sigh 
! r a reality 1 know not, methought PT “ers of the sea with which I seemed blended, «nd | Deis eels eae * a pceaeclng tg 
1 urean oO tau ‘ ’ , | ruit more rich and buds more tau, 
: ' oe ser chee ever breathed |" St king down and down an unfathomable depth, | There was « glory on the auon, 
heard the miost HUgenical ition - | aT wht vat j t tl « kingdom | A veauls ) the crescent moon, 
from henven. It seemed to come on the winds Which PT thoweht was death, and into th ing A lulling stitiness iu the night, 
; of the etcornal future. A teeling inthe pale stailight. 
to tise up from the sea—to me It down from thn ; ; There wasa charmed note on the wind, 
" at last like a full band of | awoke from insensibility and oblivion with a| a ell to. neue’ dase 
stormy clouds { was at tis ! au ends 4 fe ws: | j | Heart-uttered words, passionate thoughts, 
inst tal music, soft deep wild, such as | have MACOUS FAC hing pain i my head and lomns, and in Which Thad never marked before 
drystrtiiieiita > ™ ‘ , ’ ‘ . tI i p . . 
heard playing on board a ship of war. J heard all® place of utter darkness. I heard a voice say, | tt pind yp on Sappinees 
ware ia y ’ i i ar. we ‘ “8 . | voured overs sOWd eRkeess. 
; he gi * Praise the Lord. My agony was dreadful, and sata ; 
rushing nome with the music, and the glorious el , | One wight there was a gorgeous feast 
, all dlumina-| ! eried aloud. Wan, glimmering, melancholy lights | For maskers in Count Leon's ball ; 
ghost ola ship went roaring past me, 4 hint : . , Ana all of ee fair, and young, 
ted with | “Nps her colours fly ing ; every sail set.) MC pl moving to and tro, A hideous din was over- | Were bidden to the testival. 
F ; 7 : , , ts ; are 3 — = - ; ne >|} I went, garh'd asa Hindeo girl, 
and her decks crowded with men. Perhaps a real head, and as und me the flerce d ishing ol the | Upon each arm an amulet, 
hip sailed by with festivity on board, Or was ita waves. [| was lying in the cabin of a ship, and| - by eB pe ee = 
ship si . ; ‘ i . ‘ i é ! M sandal wood with go reset. 
> Whatever it was, I felt no repining when kindly tended by a humane and skilful man. 1) And shall | own that I was proud 
apse ee had been picked up apparently dead and cold.— | Fo heer, amid the gusing crowd, 
it passed me by ; it seemed something wholly alien) \ A marmes ot delight, w vee finst 
° eo ¢ : ‘ re } My mask avd veil aside I threw ? 
to me the delirium had swalhowe d up all fear, all ] hye hand of rod was there. | For well my porhs bomen: cheek “ P 
. ‘ | | Whose eve was vazing on we too! 
fy Se ¢ ' . a , rot- # : 
selfishness 5 the past and future were alike forgot a | | Dp R K Vv 1 D W i| And never yet had praise been dear, 
ten, and FT kept floating along, sell-questioned no 4 4 4 . ! As ov that evening, to mine ear, 
’ Lorenzo | was proud to be 
longer, assured that | was some how or other a H 1 Worshipped and flattered but for thee | 
part of the waves and the tempest, and that the PHE IMPROVISATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS. i! THE HINDOO GIRL'S SONG. 
wonderful and beautiful vision that had sailed by || By L.E.L sme. pp 327. Londos, 1834 Playful and wild as the Gre-flies’ light, 
aa as , é — | This moment hidden, the next moment brighi 
me was an aboriginal of the ocean. There was | Ir would be affectation to pretend ignorance t at) Like the foam on the dark-green sea, 
; Bon 7 . a , ’ a the Al that is laid lover b ° 
unspeakable pride and grandeur in this delirium, L,) many productions from the pen of L. E. L. have} Were our tiaeaeenect as thoeumbe baeh, 
- intensely ¢ ‘yous wighter exist-- appeared in a contemporary journal, and an act ef, Whew the wind of the evening is nigh 
was More iolese ly conscious of a t right r exist ppe I ary ) ae . i Were your smile like that lorious light, 
ence than lever was in the most glorious dream, ‘illiberality towards the author, as well as the jour-| w been when the stars gem the deep midnight, s 
> : { ac ae - ‘ : ° | eve that sigh and that smile for ever the same— 
and instead of dreading death, Lifelt as if L were im- nal itself, not to acknow le dge that many of those | Thoy were chadows, avt feel, to love's dull'é Game 
wortal, | pleces possess great merit, though some of then | Love once formed an amuiet, 


With peatis, and « rainbow, and rose leave’s agt 
The pearls were pure as pearis could be, 
And white as makien parity ; | 
The rose had the beauty and breath of soul, 
Aod the rainbow-changes crowned the whole. 
Frown ov your lover one little while, 
Dearer will be the light of your smile; 
Let your biush, laugh, and sigh be ever mingled together, 
: Like the bloom, sun, and clouds of the sweet spring weatht! 
dally, she has written too much, we should be) Love must never sleep in security, 
Or most calm and cold will his waking be. 


; ; images » thar'| The force of her affection is in the same strait 
bosom, cold, drenched, despairing, and insane, and || S®hUment, did we not at once acknowledge that o esau ; 
ms aes "thes -aiithe Improvisatrice is a poem of singular beauty, | Carnesthess ; 
uttering, with pale, quivering lips, the most horrid) *"* “0 I loved him as young Genius loves, 
wd dreadful imprecations. Once 4 heard, me- ‘originality, and genius; and that the author is one 


a os Shave been much over-valued; and we confess we | 
Phis delirium [ think must have gradually sub-) . ,§ 


il ure ‘d for » poetical reputation of L. EB. L. 
sided during a kind of sleep, for 1 dimly recollect oe d for the a re hl . - fe ‘otter ’ 
, sa young i zifted female, when we 
mixed images of pain and pleasure, land and sea,| *" 1 he y a om of A - re * Retais | 
| , ‘quently befo e public. Retain- 
storm and calm, tears and laughter. 1 thought 1 || !0Und her so trequently before the pu 


ever. 1 . Ls ; a 
had a companion at my side, and even her J best | 8: however, as we do, the opinion that, hebdoma 


loved ; now like an angel comforting me, and now) ) % wt a 
like myself needing to be comforted, lying on my |, Wronging the accomplished author and our own) 





l leant upon one monument,— 
*T was sacred to unhappy love: 
On it were carved a blighted pine-— 
A broken ring—a wounded dove 
And two or Uwee brief words told all 
Her history who lay beneath :-— 
* The flowers—at morn her bridal flowers,— 
“ Formed, ere the eve, her funeral wreath 











I could but envy her. I thought 
How sweetil must be thus to die! 

Your last loows watched,—your last sigh caugh' 
As life or heaven were in that sigh! 

Passing in loveliness and light, 

Your heart as pure,—your cheek as bright 

As the spring-rose, w bose petals shut, 

Ly sun uascorched, by shower unwet; 

Leaving behind a memory 

| Shrined in love’s fond eternity, 


W ben its own wild and radiant heaven 
thought, a voice crying from below the waves, | Who yr take a distinguished station ——s the or tie lovey the ite, by passon give 
* Hast thou forgot ‘Theresa ?” And looking down, |, PEC’ of the poeee oy. Une headings a echless of sorrow, la, oF score : R 
5 me anther the the mien at i shroud | @ young author, is a great one—is that she is mir est Life bed ne evil destiny i, 
come slowly upwards, from a vast depth, to the sur- jj and unassuming, and we find no pompous diction, ~r4 I had been nurst in palaces; 
face of the water. 1 stooped down to embrace it, aflected phraseology, ho attempt at " showing off wey pty hh Ld py 
and in a moment a ghastly, blue, swollen face, de-! "° pedantry tn her poems. It is true that she is some- Iu paradise, had be been near! 
featured horribly, as if by the gnawing teeth of| times prosaic, and occasionally prolix ; but can a} Lorenzo is, however, betrothed to another, and 
sea monsters, dashed against mine; and as it sunk) Byron, 4 Scott, a ¢ ampbell, or a Southey, be aho-| the Improvisatrice, accidentally entering the chureh 
again, I knew well to whom belonged the black gether acquitted of this fault, or, rather, failing ? |! of St. Mark, endures the pain of witnessing his 
streaming hair. Butl awoke. The delirium was |‘ ertainly not; then why expect It in a young lady | marriage with another; her feelings we must lea\s 
vone, aud I was at once a totally different creature. ||“ ho has even the bashfulness to conceal her name, | to be described by herself: 
t awoke into a low, heartless, quaking, quivering, | which, though not unknown to us, we shall not vad 
fear-haunted, cowardly, and weeping despondency, rst to make public ? os a 

in which all fortitude was utterly prostrated. Thel The moment we heard the Improvisatrice an-| 

xcitement had worn out my very soul. A corpse nounced, we considered the title and the subject 

ising out of a cold, clammy orave could not haves © 1PPYs nor are we disappointed in the manner in 

t m tiore vo-beroue, spiritless, bloodle SS. every waich the story has been manage d. Phe Improvi- 

lung Was seen in its absolute dreadful reality. 1 | S44 ' from ¥ lorenes a 

Was a Castaway--—no hope of rescue. It was broad | Where the poet , lip end the painter's hand 

lay-light, and the storm had ceased; but clouds | Ms mest divine ' : 

y round the horizon, and no land was to be seen. | He py strlen ncer thant ay beevet | 

What dreadful clouds! Some black as pitch. and Yet, in that great and glorious dowes 
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t T woe wah t irea ‘ wa he en nee oe t hourt ft sav that she os faultless os 
t : . ‘ excl oveces bosses > ame shor nor 
2 nme we sn Shes citadiaie ‘ - Spent in the httle vallew w «* exrtiravacant, and mor Tian ne or any ter pet 
Poure oy ane genes “ r svthee= + hate - EB & ow ect s merits. T have noticed, not only im this in 
I . . r wt ‘ 
A first l hed uy be t e ; we Va tits ¢ was the grave stu esiation trom the course which a man 
S « y» and towely girt ats pn a Ne Was pare , ° j } 
i . ol hed - et W itd eves all heavy in the sleep. eatt ed lke yourself should pursue, but m yous 
; , Vets was " etal be « " Lung r 
Lorento’ No, I did not speak “ey , 4 remarks of nost every weck, | have discovered 
l ’ ‘ os 
My heart beat I bu ou { breea reat mm like atthe. are ere, 
I shrieks ot, Wept not; but «to there 4 ugh dom, bad yet their beautiful blue Loge that part sand prepudhices pervade your feel 
a jonless in my «till des Ye gient ‘ “was fret ‘ bai 
il were torced by so a we thral Was like the plumage of t ve ane spread Hhigs, all l that the “a influence tod ihireet Your crits 
. ~ . Its waving mas he ral ’ ber ‘ ‘ 
To bear with and ook on a aver Spee & ' 4 _ . ‘ a ‘i . ve hes " P 
I heard t ty Ll hea the vow fick lAc@® Was a sweetiun She had . sins, ft my ‘ rent give m it its due, and laud 
Mine ear throbs with them now et ee ee ee ee oe where there is no merit An instance of the latter 
, i treat Ber che rohedd pave, how ’ 
Ll saw the voung tbrule’s timed « reeh ' { Be ' } a “ . 
lus! neath | siiwer veil. t i hearts had watcbed it) They were tar awny Blake's Alonzo, Ile sustained the characte 
1 > aa She was str ang € n het ue oss . 
ore >} letho hit . “. scvetl e . 
I gaw Loreoro knee eng. had cinhinn ta the comes of that eure fl wretehedly > his whole appearance was a dull mo- 
Iwas but a thought he tow was paic . . . ach “ —_ 
j ‘ ‘ wart “ her * «nn « ‘ - s 
But when it ended, and bis lip ; b Cease Aes Gases was ane — notony In scenes that should have elicited the 
WwW s pres ‘d to ber's—I saw Do more Nas ashent with lever twas a lawe that seeured 
1) heart grew cold,—my brain swam round eT by Hay ce LOry on ‘ strongest ecimotions, at times of gnef and sorrow, 
. ? ’ hacl loved i veulh dass long past, , 
< ” ie clois oor . " " : 
MP tes pd pth ae Se How many glorious structures we had repeu at others of joy, he exhibited an unvaried appear- 
re at mx ‘ at 
on bio ' ba ietus pay . 
From which each charm of ‘ite has fled A, - a poe ane iy restates eyed , ance of denseless stupidity An instance of the 
liapp s pone, with hope and love a ow — — otto - joe 
lo sll but breath already dead } His own impassioned soul upon the lyre former Mrs. Hughes’ Cora She was almost unt- 
: . , ir, witha paisters shall, eate such shajws , 
‘ . } , 
Rust gathered on the silent chords U1 loveliness, they were more like the haecs versally rdmmuired, ind d servedly Say her counte- 
tomy neglected lyre-—the breeze Ol the rich evening shadows, than the work : ote 
Was now its mistress. music brought in human touch Dut be was wayward, wild Hatheccr Wars tite ly sama ad with ) Ve and thy tine st 
For me too bitter memories And hopes that in bis beart's warm summer chime sensibility was depicted in it, when it should be. I 
Phe ivy dariened oer my bower; flourished, were quickly withered in the cold : = 
Around, the weeds choked every flower. And dull realiues of life,—he was know not \\ ittord, noi am I ist ige -pl iver. 
I pleased me in this desolateness, loo proud, too visionary tor thas world 
As each thing bore my Late’s linipress And tecliings which like waters unconf ‘ F (2 
At length I made myself a task liad carried With them freshness and green beauty Phe new romantic play of * Restoration, or the 
Al lengeta jade se} d 1 : : . 
; ‘ ' brow ie Upon themsecives, spread desolau ‘ *- . 
Fo paiot that Cretan’s maiden fate, pair z : ; Diamond Cross.” written by John Augustus Stone, 
Wi ' \ : Ne enahe dean | pine Ov their own banks He was a sacrifice 
hom ve taugh “i a jp bay sess, be tee > a aati . rm 
Sad wham love lett un deentale And sank beneath neglect. his glowing thoughts bisq., is in preparation at Chatham Garden Thea- 
r ere fires that preyed Gpou linwseil teridps, 
‘rev " . ’ Ps - . 1! i 
i 1 , wig te oy eee = ze hied o'er bor be has let) sone bigh memorials, tance tre, and will soou be brought lorward. W e under- 
ees - “ hait worse, ot _ ba al Will pour its santight o'er the pieture, when tar " t] t : { t | : j il 
it *sea-low veh 1 2 vane 7— 7 om ' ; il di j i ‘ die? ‘ " » ‘ » 
KF b white ‘te a ws \ - i : =k Phe artist's hand is mouldering in the dust Sun moi is ad plece ¢ steriing merit, and wi 
lung as astaespe ° A 
H ~ Ms eed f ee peor dr < oan And flay the laurel o'er a atype Ww lose ‘3 ine doubt draw tull houses, 
r : ‘ -_ s : v . in hor ve st j Are duwb tor ev liul bis eves be raised j 
ie tempest wind sang t est; | Mutely to mine—te huew ms voice again 
A wild stare in ber glassy eyes; A ap Becellgsss ae khe Bot actor i 4 ; . 
White lips, as parched by their hot sighs 1 Gene tine a bh of bis b — a The following is communicaled for the Mirror 
: os ! ver his soul; bis tip was deadly pale, 
nd cheek more pallid than the spray, } I | : : 
ah gee and [ie nen me on it - ae i Lut pride was yet apon its haughty curve »— lt Mrs. W alstein would but deign to iunagine 


lie raved one hand contemptuousiy, and seemed 
As he would bid me mark his talien state, 


} 

Just such a statue as should be 
And that it was unheeded. So he died, | 
} 


how admirably her face is calculated for a“ gray 
wig,” and what an infinity of character it would 
give to many of the parts she plays, which, on ac- 
Although we have spoken warmly and honestly count of neglect in that particular, together with 


Placed ever, Love! beside thy shrine; H 
Warning thy victims of what ills— \} Without one strugele, and bis brow in death 
1] 


What burning tears, faise god! are thine. Wore its pale marble look of culd defiance 


Before her was the darsling sea; i 
Behind, the barren mountains rose— | 
A fit home for the broken heart 1} 


lo weep away life, wrongs, and woes! in praise of our author, yet we are not insensible; many other too gluing improprieties of dress, 

Ba ey ed of Oy inter to some faults in her poems, but our readers need | (which her knowledge of the stage should long ere 

Its pulse but in their passion seen— uot be told that— this have compelled her to notice, and thereby sav- 

PR nee et ware gochey all | lle who expects a perfect work tu see, | ed us the unpk asant task,) she would no longer 

I felt, in this memorial ! | eae ee Sane Sores ene Or Oeee _ | strive to conceal that, which, by the bye, she can- 
Lorenzo has the opportunity of explaining the | Few young authors have, however, less occasion | not conceal, viz. her having passed “the hey-day 


reasons that compelled him to desert the Improvi-) to plead such an apology than L. FE. L., with whom | 
satrice, for whom he declares an ardent passion ;| we are determined to part on as good terms as we! 
and if we may judge by the sequel of the tale, commenced; though we shall not say, in the words! 


which does not conclude very satisfactorily, he was) of the tmprovisatrice to Lorenzo, 


of blood,” and fast approach “ e’en to the vale ot 
” . . , ° 
years.” Could we recognise in Mrs. Walstein, 
according to her method of dressing the characters, 
the odious Lady Waitfoit, or the poor old inhabit- 


sincere, for the last we hear of him was, that he), My Gost! may test! Quewell—ferewer, — yant of Languedoc, in her ridiculous personation oi 
had engraved on a funeral urn,— since we doubt not her giving us the opportunity of | the decrepit“ Monica?”’? Where was the “ red pose” 
' 


One tribute of sad words 


* Lorenzo to his minstrel love.” 


being critically better acquainted. cof Mrs. Brulgraddery 7—and the high-curled “ front- 


‘lets’ so peculiar to such characters as Mrs. Malla- 


Rarely have we met ina young author, and that/| "MY i aan sane ' . 
sais pond with so lta ne da for poetry i New=% ork salivy or, prop, Miss Durable, Miss Pickle, &c. Mr. Mana- 
: z ~.° fo esi dnigai ' , . . » }ger, in compliment to the discriminating part of 

as are displayed by L. E.L. ‘There is in the Im-/| AND LADIES’ LITERARY GAZETTE. leh Bie Sie _ vl phn he be aaa hy on 
° ° ° ° | ei » "e e _ ‘tects » “4 ; - 

provisatrice a delicacy of thought, a pathos, and ) —————— | on eas: | . en Weltale w wfect kk 

in intenseness of feeling which break forth ina Without ambition the fire of the most zealous is quenched, and | Ser concea trom Mrs, alstein your pertect kKnow- 

< e h 5 € 


“ n eae ts | the efforts of the mow persevering cease to be exerted. To excite ledge of her real charms but let not ther too fre- 
flowing diction, marked by such a felicitousness of | a» emotion to be beneficial in its effects, we are induced to offer a ’ 


; “ae wrize of twenty doilars for the best Essay, to be sent by the first of || quent exposure destroy that eflect which they might 
expression and happy choice of imagery as are )_ tacece R wext. It will be examined by a committee of literary gen- 














rarely combined Uemen of this city. Correspondents are requesied to send their) Otherwise produce, more particularly so, when at 
) ty sites vames in a separate envelope, pone of which shall be opened but that) the cost of propriety and stage effect. Look to it. 
lo the principal poems are added several tales | of the successtul candidate, : : 


—a = 


and miscellaneous pieces, which possess considera- |) ~~ in earn : i ' 

ble merit. Love is, of Course, the theme of many } W ee ee ul fi | Altar of IQyMeN. 
r the oe ie , mand inti rai ILFORD, No. 3, has been received. erealter }| _— 

of them, though othe rs tell of war and battle. We Pay wei vo of hie (or her) coanesunies.| On the 200h ultimo, by the Rev. J. Hi. Felten, Bér. Tuc 

shall select, in conclusion, a poem dedicated to one) W& Sat take ee Cs Eee \ } a>} 

of the many beuevolent institutions in the metro- "HS: He has endeavoured to assume a new cha- 





imas Hatt to Miss Manoanrer B. Eirzennmaant, both of thi 


Polis : jracter, and sigus himself Aupua; but the decep- jenty ; 
HS —— on euiunin oo A stot i . i H is | On the 6th instant, by the Kev. Mr. Brown, Tuomas ¢ 
sT. GEORGE’ Ss J arg * discovered. > rails : . 
Bea oman id oo ~— is too & arug not to e Gree ere e val s Pincksey, Esq. to Miss Canovine Saern, of Hempstead 
; NER. || most ferociously about partiality, and says he is no}! poe tMand 
“These are familiar things, and yet how few | _ : ; : | ScOng -serand, 
“ Think of this miseiy!”— | stage-player. We care not what or who he is— | Onthe 7th instant, by the Rev. Dr Lyell, Mr. Jenner: 


{left the crowded street and the fresh day, 


but will let the reader judge, by an extract from his|| Haccenry to Miss Aggy Smuru, both of this city 
And entered the dark dwelling, where death was i 


} . ° | . 
A daily visitant,—where sickness shed last favour: we shall only add, that when this gen- | On the Lith instant, by the Rev. Mr. Babeock, Mr. Ro 
Its weary languor o'er each fevered couch oe ; ae . _ 4 : » oll BE Sou *oughke ie, to Mi ; -An> 
Phere was a sichiy light, whose glimmer showed | tleman (or lady) sends us another piece, under a bew B. Sournwiew, of Poughkeepsie, to Miss Jutia-An 
Many a shape of misery; there lay |new name, let somebody else copy it, or we shall] ADF®) of this city. 


The victims of disease, — with pain; 

And low faint groans, and breat ings short and deep, 
Keach gasp a heartfelt agony, were all Desai _£ sare : ? 7 smartre « 
That broke the stllinses-—There was ene, whove trow, /reasons for rejecting his former remarks: 











Court of Death. — 





‘again detect him. He gives the following as our} , 
' 
| 





fold of the toiling march, the battle-rush, 
Where sabres flashed, the red shots flew, and not 
One ballor blow but did destruction’s work 


6 Racons . eat 1 om tenmastiol! 

Because, forsooth, she, [W ilford, | an impartial | On the 9th instant, at Elizabethtown, Gencral Jonatna 
»bserver, had discovered a blemish in your inimita-|! p,yrow. 
Hut then bis heart was high,and his pulse beat 


| ble darling, that your keen eye had never lit upon; | On the 11th instant, in this city, Mr. Jonaraan Bas 
Proudly and fearlessly :—now be was worn } 


~ 


| 
| 
] 
| 
ark with hot climates, and gashed o’er with scars, ! 
' 
} 
' 
' 
' 


'e@ ‘ >) i i ] ? Hs } di j a rel ; ror ’ 
With many a long day’s suffering. —and death's ~~? " blemish ” that, that yee had pronounced gt Rditer of the Mobile Commer ial Register in th 
A fearful thing when we must count its steps erfection. ‘That Miss Johnson is worthy of high! 4th year of his age. 
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THE 


NEW-YORK MIRROR, 


AND LADIES’ LITERARY GAZETTE. 








POETRY. 





The same who lon: wee 


To hail the friend of bibe: ty 


But firm to bes creed he nee: 


Aud own himac!{ a treeod to the 


Viusic. soft ewells " sire &s 


Lata i etic. 


Tess Hlaul to the chact 


See you proud ship o'er the waves swilthy pluton, 


Bearing Columbnua « lov guest oer the deep 
all dangers dericin 


Lett howe and country our enemies to meet 


The sons of Columbia shall ever remen. ber 


Hiow be toiled, bled, and conquercad uy therty’s « 4 


Our babes shall tr taught te bleas the browe detender 


That tought for our treedom, independeuce, and laws 
Let the thundering cannons roar 


Along Columbia s happy shore 


With hearts iw our hands let the hero be met, 


Let the trump aud bugle sing 
Till they make the welkin ring, 


the brave Lalavette 


Tho’ the tyrants of Kurope with chams have disgrac'd hin, 


They etrvy his laurels so gloriously won, 


fear d to tuce them, 


creat Washington 


On the bright test of tame his name om recorded, 
But as bright and more deep on our hearts tis engrav d 
By heaven and by earth winy tis deeds be rewarded, 


The hero who sav'd usirvom bein. enslaved 


Let the thunderme cannon roar 


Along Columbia's happy shove 


With hearts to our hands let the hero be met, 


Let the trump and bugle sing 
rill they make the welkin ring 
Po hail the friend of liberty, the brave Lafayette. Ho or V 


To Lather. 


Young Cup, vod of sweet delight, 
Had lost bie way one winter's wight; 
The wind Liew cold —it rain'd, it hai d 
And beat upon the wandering child 


The tears of sorrow wet his cheek— 


Aud still night grew more dark aud bleak | 


At length he saw a cottage light i 
Not far aw ay, and blest the sight ‘ 
He hasted to the cottage dvuor, 


And beard « damsel! thus implore 


“Ob, Cupid! send thy sharpest dart, {} 


* And pierce his cold and flinty heart 

He knock d—when, starting from the floor, 
The affrighted Esther opes the door 

“« Damsel, 


“Pray will you show me io my way *” 
Surpris'd to see so young a child 
A wand'rer, she, in accents mild, 
The dripping, frozen god addrest 
“Come in, sweet child, come in and rest. 
‘How have you gone so far astray ?” 
He answered—“ 1 went out to play, 
“And when the tempest first began, 
“} lost my way, bat further ran, 
© Frozen, wet, hungry—in this plight 
TI chanced to see your cottage light— 
* But tell me, where is that cold swain, 
* For whom, as yet, yoo pray in vain 7?” 
Sweet Esther blush'd, and smiled, and said— 
“ He lies, dear child, in yonder bed 
Young Cupid sauled, and shot a cart 
Which pierced the sleeper through the heart 
The sleeper woke, and turn'd his head 
‘« My Esther, dear,” he sighed and said 
“ Your charms before T could not se 
“ But Cupid now has conquer'd ine 
She started up, and look’d at Love, 
Who said, “ Sweet girl, where’er I rove 
‘And find the girls are hind to m« 
' Their kindness surely Pil repay 
‘Were you unkind to me,” coutinued he, 
Your swam might still be free from me— 
But now, my blessings on your head.” 
Se saying, he spread his wings and fled. 


+ win nm ‘ ’ rcehase 


said he, “ I've gone astray — i] 


ALonzo 


To Elisa. 


“c_nous © mies 
4 i flatr 
tran it tery the encdeatmg wiles 
And trank, warm lowe of artless youth 

And wealth may purchase splendid fetes, 


\N were luxury au taeate thajite 


But can u buy affections aweets 


ihe blameless bliss of jure delight? 


And wealth may pare ae Those laine, 
Such tame as will to wealth be given, 


But can ut buy that deatlless mau 


Who i raviant ticener mells to heaven 
And wealth may purchase guttering toys, 
Which tashion votarrves love to wear; 
Bui can it bay the heart's calm joys, 


And sympathy s sweet smile or tear 


Ves, Wealth may purchase summer trends, 


i 
And splendid tos and smiles of art, 
Lut there its boasted trian ph emis— 


Viere weaith can wever buy the heart 


Yes, there are treasures far above 

Ai! those which wealth can cal! her own 
For virtue, genius, friendship, love, 

Are uature’s pitts, and her's alone. IsibponRa 


To the Poets and Jloetesaes 

OF THE NEW-YORK MIRROR, 

A brother bard, from foreiga parts, 
Would faim one question ask 

Tis, will vou give to him your hearts, 
Po cheer hin im his task 

He huows you bot, and never may 
In person be acquamied , 

Until we meet, when judgment day 
Uur souls has cured or tainted 

But in this Minron, chance we have 
lo see and to be seen : 

In fountains pure our spirits lave, 
Yet, strange, there's still a screen 

Though will you to your iittie band 
Adinit a wandering stranger 

Protect him with atostering haod— 
No more he fl be a ranges Sopikski 


Stansan. 


Oh, lady, when ‘mid fashion's glare 
Phou minglest with the joyous throng, 
Thinkest thou of one who once was there, 
And loved thee hopelessly and long ? 
Who loved and who adores thee still, 
With all the warmth of carly teching ; 
Whose swelling heart endures but ill 
The pang his bosom is concealing ! 
Oh, lady, when thou treadest the scene 
Where his eyes thy glances met, 
Does no remembrance intervene, 
To shade thy pleasures with regret ? 
Say, does no lingering thought remain 
Vo check thy bosom’'s throb of gladness : 
Aad as thou joinest the smiling train, 
Does thy heart feel no pang of sadness ? 
Yes, lady ! oft in scenes like these 
The memory of the past comes o'er 
Thy sinking heart—like the chill breeze 
That evening watts along the shore ; 
When all avoand are light and gay, 
‘There comes a thought thou canst not banish 
Phat steals thy lovliest smile away, 
Aud bids thy cheeks’ young roses vanish 
Lady, the thought of him to whom 
The woildis now a place unblest, 
Who seeks the oblivion of the tomb, 
Lo ease the pangs that rend his breast ; 


Comes sadly o'er thy brightest hours 


When life's enchantment looks most blooming— 


Like April blights on opening flowers, 
Pheir early blossoms fast consuming 


To a sFritnd. 


Aris ut's @ne wi more 
At her delusive shrme 
This le sotgs, 10% Sows cive o er— 


Awake’ tet reason shine 
Iu fortune'’s garden cull ths wreath, 
Viost certam are its flowers 
To wm firm constancy til death, 
Vheo piaced im beauty’s bowers. 
This cola and abject world iw won 
Alone by daring gold 
Aud hearts false feeling plays upon, 
But ripen to be—sold 


The smile us but a flittiu flame, 


lhe vow is but a sigh, 


And vain ts ¢ 


genius, vain is tame, 


Whew thou Gast nought to buy | 
Go forth the ‘neh appomted way, 
ihe path sablime puorsue, 
Where iind’s tinperishable ray 
Past raptores shall renew 
Be woman's smiles aut woman's eyes 
Forgot for many years ; 
And sweete: tlowers tor thee shall rise, 
Pure and unstained by tears ! 
Why droop that light-wing’d love hath flown, 
Why mourn to sadness here ° 
Why bleeds thy trusting heart for one 
lhat beart bath held too dear *¢ 
Waste not thy youth—life’s fleeting spring, 
Amid the senseless throng, 
Where all that's gain‘’d by those who sing 
Is—echoes for them song! 
Lo! pointing to her cloudless height, 
Bath'd by the dewy morn, 
Fair science leads—her mantle bright 
By truth and fame upborve ! 
Wile smiling fancy charms the train, 
By gentle virtue taught ; 
There breathes the muse the faultless strain 
‘That wius the meed of thought! 
There come, with still and solemn tread, 
‘To quell the rising mirth ; 
Bands of the blessed and honour'’d dead— 
linmortal lords of earth! 
Men—imen who live when millions dic, 
Who feel not failing age ; 
Who catch existence from the sky, 
And speak io ev'ry page. 
Gu! Jet love's lyre unheeded sleep 
Amid his wither'd flowers ; 
Though memory there may turn to weep 
Over best and brightest hours. 
But stay the weak, unworthy tear, 
Though feeling bid it start; 
The voice of reason wakes thine ear, 
And pride should prompt thy heart! 
Some beauties of these latter times 
Are careiul of their charms: 
Gold has more music than thy rhymes, 
More comforts than thy arms. 
Poor lovers, bards, and sighing men! 
How soon your bliss is o'er ! 
Now never get in love again, 
‘Till thou hast gold in store ! Siem. 


An Adieu. 


An adicu should in utterance die, 
if written, should faintly appear, 

Only heard m the breath of a sigh, 
Only seen in the drop of a tear. 
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